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popular. I did not feel so much interested with this, I
did not sympathise with the gloomy savage scene, the
black pine forests, the rough mountains, the feudal forms
and dresses; but the other, which was of a different-
character, afforded me exquisite delight. It represented a
procession going up to sacrifice at a temple in a Grecian
isle. The brilliant colouring, the beautiful and beautifully-
clad forms, the delicate Ionian fane, seated on a soft
acclivity covered with sunny trees, the classical and lovely
back-ground, the deep-blue sea, broken by a tall white
scudding-sail, and backed by undulating and azure moun-
tains ; I stood before it in a trance; a crowd of ideas
swiftly gathered in my niind. It was a poem.

After this I called upon Winter and found him in his
studio. Many persons were there, and of high degree. It
was the first time I had ever been in the studio of an
artist. I was charmed with all I saw; the infinite sketches,
the rough studies, the unfinished pictures, the lay figure,
the beautiful cast, and here and there some choice relic of
antiquity, a torso, a bust, or a gem. I remained^ here the
whole morning examining his Venetian sketches, and a day
seldom passed over that I did not drop in to pay my
devotions at this delightful temple.

I was indeed so much at home, that if he were engaged,
I resumed my portfolio without notice, so that in time I
knew perhaps more about Yenice than many persons who
had passed their whole lives there.

When I had been at home a fortnight, my father one
day invited me to take a ride with him, and began con-
versing with me on my plans. He said that he did not
wish me to return to college, but that he thought me at
least a year too young to repair to the university, whither
on every account he desired me to go. ' We should con-
sider then/ he continued, c how this interval can be turned
to the greatest advantage, I wish you to mix as much as is